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always contrived—and for the life of her she could not
discover how he did it—to get the best of her in any talk
between them, who irritated one half of her, the sensible
half, by making the other half feel fluttered and foolish,
all girlish—ugh! How she had loathed him at first!
Well, she still loathed him, or at least she disliked him,
despised him, because he was nothing but a middle-aged
bullying lout. He had a ridiculous moustache. He
reeked of cigars and whisky, bar parlours. He was at
once comic and awful.
As the bus rattled and roared up the long straight
slope of Finchley Road on its way to Swiss Cottage, she
told herself several times that Golspie was comic and
awful and found something comforting in this conclu-
sion. It was not, however, much of a conclusion; it only
remained one for a few minutes, for Mr. Golspie, even
in memory, even as an image, a faintly illuminated leer
in the dark of her mind (like the Cheshire Cat in Alice),
refused to stay in his place and wear his label. He
escaped, and mocked her.' It was all too stupid, and
when she got up to leave the bus she determined to leave
Mr. Golspie behind her too. She found another girl
from the Club waiting for the bus to stop, and when it
did stop, they smiled at one another and walked up from
the Finchley Road together. Mr. Golspie faded away.
"Do you come all the way from the City in that bus.
Matfield?" the other girl inquired languidly. She was
a very languid girl, rather affected, and her name was
Morrison.
"The whole way."
"How revolting!"
"It is. Absolutely foull Where do you get it,
Morrison? You don't work in the City, do you?"

